CHAPTER THIRTY-SIXTH
A Search for Tears —I Am Punished in « the Success of « Man and Wife » __ I Win Confidence — We Become Friends.
THE people who have known happiness without the alloying if or but are few and far between Yes, of course we are happy— but," «I should be perfectly and completely happy — if» you hear people saying every day; and so in my case, having been admitted into fellowship with the men and women of the company, who were a gracious and charming crowd and receiving hearty approval each night from the great Public, by whose favor I and mine existed, I was grateful and would have been quite happy — but for a brand-new difficulty that suddenly loomed up, large, and wide, and solid before me.
Never in my life had I been in a play of a longer run than one week. Imagine, then, my misery when I found this play, that was already old to me at the end of the first week, was likely to go on for a long time to come. It was not mere ennui over the repetition of the same lines, night after night, that troubled me, it was something far more serious. I had made my hit with the public by moving the people's feelings to the point of tears; but to do that I had first to move my own heart, for, try as I would, no amount of careful acting had the desired effect. / had to shed tears or they would not. Now that is not an easy thing to do to order, in cold blood. While the play is new one's nerves are strained almost to the breaking point — one is over-sensitive and the feelings are easily moved; then the pathetic words I am speaking touch my heart, tears rush to my eyes,
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